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And when the Lyon fawnes vpon the Larabe, 

The Lambe will ncuer ccafe to follow him. 

Shout wttbin°A Lane after, A hancafi cr. 
Exet. Hcarke, hearkc, my Lord , what Shouts arc 
theie ? 

Enter Edward and his Souldiers. 

Edw. Seize ou the fhaniefac’d Henry, beare him hence. 
And once againe proclaimc vs King of England, 

: You are the Fount.that makes fmall Brookes to flow. 
Now flops thy Spring,my Seafliall fuck them dry. 

And fwell fo much the higher,by their ebbe. 
iBence withiiinTto thcTower,let him not fpcake. 

Exit with King Henry. 

| And Lords-towards Coiienttybend we our courfe, 

' Where peremptorie Warwick? now remaine*: 

The Sunne fhincs hot.and if we vfe delay, 

Cold biting Winter marres our hop’d-for Hay; 

' Rich. A way betimes,before his forces ioyne, 

•And take the grcat-growneTraytor vnawarcs: 
iBrauc Warriors,march ainainc towards Couentry, 

Exeunt. 

Enter Warwick?, the Maior of Couentry , two 
Ttleffengers ,and others vpon the Walls. 

war. Where is the Port that came from valiant Oxford s' 
How farre hence is thy Lord,mine honeft. fellow? 

Mejf i . By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 

War. How favre off is our Brother Mount ague} 

W litre is the Poft that came from Mount ague ? 

Ttieff. i. By this at Daintry,with a puiffant troope. 

Enter Someruile. 

War. Say Somerutle ,what fayes my louing Sonne ? 
And by thy guc(Te,how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Someru. At Southam I did Icaue him with his forces, 
And doe expeft him here fome two howres hence. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand,! heare his Drummc. 

Someru. It is not his,my Lord,here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honor heares,marchcth from Warwick?. 

War. Who (hould thatbc?belike vnlook’d for friends. 

Someru. They are at hand,and you Ihall quickly know. 

March. Flourtfb, Enter Edward } Richard, 
and Souldiers. 

Edw. Goe,Trumpet,to the Walls,and found a Park. 

Rich. See how the Turly Warwick? mans the Wall. 

War. Ohvnbidfpight,is fportfull Edward come ? 
Where ftept our Scouts,or how are they feduc’d, 

That we could heare no nevves of his repayre. 

Edw. Now Warwick?, wilt thou ope the Citie Gates, 
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 

Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, 

And he fliall pardon thee thefe Outrages ? 

War. Nay rather.wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confeffe who fet-thec vp.and pluckt thee downe, 

Call Warwick? Patron,and be penitent, 

And thou (halt Bill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

Rich. I thought at leaft he would haue faid the King, 
Or did he make the leaft againft his will ? , 

War. Is not a Dukedomc,Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich. I,by my faith,for a poore Earle to giuc, 
lie doe thee feruice for fo good a gift. 

War. Twas I that gaue th* Kingdomc to thy Bro¬ 
ther. 

Sdw. Why then ’tis mine,if but by Warwick?} gift. 
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, *—• TI.OU ...no yUU fo. io graTr^v.--- 
And W ZdkdxngJVArmcke takes his gift ao a in e * 

And Henry is my King, Warwicke his Subject, * 

Edw. But Warwick*s King is Edwards Prifonc • 

And gallant U^armcke. doe but anfwer this 
What is the Body,when the Head is off? * 

Bjch. Alasjthac Warwick* had no more fore- 
But whiles he thought to fteale the Angle Ten ^ 1 
The King was flyly finger’d from the Deck: * 

You left poore Henry at the Bifhops Pallace 
And tenne to one you'le meet him in the Tower 
Edw. 'Tis euen fo,yec you are Warwicke ftj]]* 

Rich. Come Warwicke y 
Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe; 

Nay when ? ftrike now,or elfe the Iron cooles 
Warn lhad rather chop this Hand off at a blow 
And with the other,fling it at thy face, * 

Then beare fo low a fayle,to ftrike to thee; 

Edw • Saylc how thou canft, ' ‘ ! ^ ^ 

Haue Winde and Tyde thy friend, 

This Hand/aft wound about thy coale-black hayre 
ShalJjWhilcs thy Head is warme, and new cut off % 
Write in the duft this Sentence with thy blood * 
Wind-changing Warwick* now can change no more, 

Enter Oxfcrd } with Drumme and Colours. 

War. Oh chearefull Colours,fee where Oxford comes 
Oxf. O xford. Oxford, for Lane after. 

Rich. The Gates are open,let vs enter too. 

Edw. So other foes may fet vpon our backs. 

Stand we in good array: for they no doubt 
Will iflue out againe, and bid vs battaile; 

If not,the Citie being but of lmail defencej 
Wee’le quickly rowze the Traitors in the fame.* 

War. Oh w clcorr.e OxfordSot we want thy helpe, 

Enter Mount ague $ mtb Drummc and Colours, 

Mount. Mount ague. Mount ague Lane after. 

Rich,Thou and thy Brother both Ihall buy thisTreafon 
Eucn with the deareft blood youi bodies beare. 

Sdw . The harder matcht,the grearer Vi&orie, , 
My minde prefageth happy gainc,and Conqucft, 

Enter Somerfet^with Drumfae and Colours . 

Som. Somerfet t Somerfet for Lancafter , 

Rich . Two of thy Name,both Dukes of Sorncrfct, 
Haue fold their Lines vnto the Houfe of Yorke, 

And thou fhalt be the third,if this Sword hold. 

Enter Clarence .with Drumme and Colours , 

War. And Ioe,where George of Clarence fweepes along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battaile: 

With whom,in vpright zeale to right > prcuailes 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue, 

Come Clarence ,come: thou wilt,if Warwick* c* H* 
£7*r.Facher of Warwick.know you what this mcanes. 
Lookc here,I throw my infamie at thee: 

I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe, 

Who gaue his blood to lyme the ftones together, 

And fei vp Lancafter . Why,trowcft thou, Warwicke, 
That Clarences fo harfh,fo blunt vnnaturall, 

To bend the fatall Inftruments of Warrc , ^ 
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- '-fli^B^chcr,andhis lawfuliKing. 

Agf^hou wilt obica my holy Oath: 

P* .uat Oath,were more impietie, 

T ° kC 2 J.whcn he facrific’d his Daughter. 

^CformyTrefpasmade 

I 3tn 0 j.(> rue well at my Brothers hands, 

Thlt 'nrodayroc my felfe thy mortall foe: 

} feflilution, wherefoe’re I meet thee. 

;;; ; V1 ]1 meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad; 

? nlague thee,for thy foole mis-leading me. 

>°|r ptovvd-hearted Warwick ?,I defie thee, 
to my Brother turne my blufhingChcekes, 

Pardon tne Edward,1 will make amends: 

\1a R,ch*rd,d oe not frownc vpon my faults, 

c Ivvill henceforth be no more vneonftant. 

£d»>.N°w welcome more.and ten times more bclou’d, 
rlifii if thou neuer hadft deferu’d our hate. 

Rick- Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
rxcu. Oh palling Tray tor, periur’d andvniuft, 
list. What Warwick?, 

W,lr thou leaue the To wne,and fight l 
Or fliall we beat.the Stones about thine Eares ? 

Witu. Alas,I am not coop'd here for defence : 
i w ill away towards Barnet prefently, 

\ndbid thee Battaile, Edivard,\{ thou dar’ft. 

Edit. Yes u>'armcke,Edwardd^cs,znd leads the way: 
Lords to the field: Saint George,and Viaoric. Exeunt. 

March. IFarmck? and bis comparaefollows. 

alarum, and Excurfons . Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warwick? wounded. 

Etb. So.lye thou there: dye thou,and dye our feare, 
for Warwick* was a Buggethat fear’d vs all. 

Now Mount ague fit faft,I feeke for thee, 

That Varwiek?} Bones may keepc thine companie. 

Exit. 

Warn. Ah,who is nigh? come to me,friend,or foe. 

And tell me who is Vidor, Fork ?,or Warwick? ? 
Whyaskelthat? my mangled body fhewes, 

My blood,my want of ftrengrh,my ficke heart Ihcwes, 
That I muft yeeld mybodytothe Earth, 

And by my fall,the conqueft to my foe. 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the Axes edge, 

Whofe Armes gaue flieltcr to the Princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofe (hade the ramping Lyon flept, 

Whofe top-branch ouer-pecr’d Ioues fpreading T ree. 

Andkepjt low Shrubs from Winters pow’rfull Winde. 
Theie Eyes,that now are dim’d with Deaths black Veyle, 
Hauebecneas piercing as the Mid-day Sunne, 

Tofearch thefecrctTreafonsof the World: 

The Wrinckles in my Browesmow fill’d with blood, 
Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchers: 
Forwholiu’dKingjbutl could digge his Graue? 

And whodurft froile,when Warwick? bent his Brow ? 
Loe,nowmy Glory finear’d in duft and blood. 

My Parkes,my Walkcs,my Mannors that I had, 

Euen now forfake me; and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me,but my bodies length. 

Why,what is Pompe,llule,Reigne,but Earth and Duft ? 
And liue we how we can,yct dye we muft. 

*T ■ 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet. 

Som. Ah Warwick?fR'arwicke^ttx. thou as We are. 

We might recouer all our Loffe againe: 


The Queene from France.hath brought apuiflant power. 
Euen now we heard the newes: ah,could’ft thou Aye. 

Warn. Why then I would not flye. Ah Momtague, 

If thou be there,fweet Brother,take my Hand, 

And with thy Lippcs keepe in my Soule 3 while. 

Thou lou’ft me not: for,Brother,if thou didft. 

Thy teares would wafti this cold congealed blood. 

That glewes my Lippes,and will not let me fpeake. 

Come quickly Mountague, or I am dead. 

Som. Ah Warwick?,Mountague hath breath’d his laft. 
And to the Iateft gafpe,cry’d out for Warwick?: 

And faid,Commend me to my valiant Brother, 

And more he would haue faid,and more he fpoke. 

Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 

That mought not be diftinguifht: but at laft, 

I well might heare, deliuered with a groane. 

Oh farewell Warwick?. 

Warw. Sweet reft his Soule : 

Flye Lords, and faue your felues, 

For Warwick? bids you all fare well,to meet inHeauen. 
Oxf. Away,away,to meet the Queenes great power. 
Here they beare away his "Body. Exeunt. 

Flourifo. Enter King Edward in triumph , with 
Richard,Clarence,and the reft. 

W/»£.Thus farre dur fortune keepes an vp ward courfe, 
And we arc grac’d with wreaths of Vidforie : 

But in the midft of this bright-fliining Day, 

I fpy a black fttfpicious threatning Cloud, 

That will encounter with eur glorious Sunne, 

Ere he attaine his eafefuli Weftcrne Bed: 

I meane,my Lords,thofc powers that the Qu_ecne 
Hath rays’d in Gallia,haue arriued our Coaft, 

And,as we heare,march on to fight with vs. 

Clar. A little gale will foone difperfc that Cloud, 

And blow it to the Source from whence it came. 

Thy very Bcamcs will dry thofe Vapours vp. 

For euery Cioud engenders not a Storme. 

Rich. The Qoceneas valued thirtie thoufand flrong, 
And Somerfet,viiiU Oxford,(led to her: 

If flic haue time to breathe.be well aflur’d 
Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours. 

King. Wcareaduertis’d by our louing friends. 

That they doc hold their courfe toward Tewksbury. 

We hauing now the beft at Barnet field. 

Will thither ftraight, for willingncflc rids way, 

And as we march,our ftrength will be augmented: 

In euery Countie as we goe along, 

Scrike vp the Drumme,cry courage,and away. Exeunt. 

Flourijb. March. Enter the Queene,young 
Edward, Somerfet, Oxford, and 
Souldiers. 

Qu. Great Lords,wife men ne’r fit and waile their Ioflc, 
But chearely feeke how to redrefle their harmes. 

What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord, 

The Cable btoke,the holding-Anchor loft. 

And halfe our Saylors fwallow’d in the flood? 

Yet Hues ourPilot ftill; Is’t meet^that hee 
Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefull Lad, 

With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 

And gine more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moane,the Ship fplits on the Rock, 

Which Induftrie and Couragemight hauefau’d ? 

Ah what a fhame,ah what a fault were this. 

Say Warwick? was our Anchor: what of that ? 

. _ q i _ And / 





































































